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I have been recovering, and which I well-nigh made fatal
by giving way to the solicitation of my friends to drink
champagne, stand up, and make a speech for the advance-
ment of science. Better that several old 'sabreurs/ like
myself (who have pretty nearly done their work), should
have passed away than that the bright genius and profound
knowledge of Edward Forbes should be extinguished. He,
poor fellow ! met his death from neglecting a cold, which he
caught in his last autumnal expedition, and in pertinaciously
insisting upon continuing his lectures when really ill. Per-
haps you will do well to write a few lines to Mrs. Edward
Forbes, Wardie, near Edinburgh, as condolences from such
persons as yourself, De Verneuil and De Koninck (to whom
I write), will be soothing laurels to hang over the tomb of
her illustrious husband.

" I have made all the corrections you have pointed out to
me in my Siluria, and will also prepare the table of organic
remains you suggest. Pray double your criticisms. You
know how many subjects I had on hand, and how much my
time was engrossed by geographical and other public topics
when I put my Silurian chapters together, so pardon the
result. 150 copies out of 1500 only remain to Murray,
and these will probably be sold next month."

In the progress of this narrative we have now arrived at
the beginning of the last well-marked period in Sir Eoderick
Murchison's active career. Ever since he quitted the army,
he had been wholly unfettered in his movements by any
official work beyond what he chose to undertake in con-
nexion with the different scientific bodies which invited
him to conduct their affairs. He had now, however, ap-hen suffering from
